OSCAR WILDE AND  HIS   CONFESSIONS

to the few devoted friends who visited him from
time to time. Never had he been so happy:
never in such perfect health. He was full of lit-
erary projects; indeed, no period of his whole life
was so fruitful in good work. He was going to
write some Biblical plays; one entitled "Pharaoh"
first, and then one called "Ahab and Jezebel,"
which he pronounced Isabelle. Deeper problems,
too, were much in his mind: he was already at
work on "The Ballad of Reading Gaol," but be-
fore coming to that let me first show how happy
the song-bird was and how divinely he sang when
the dreadful cage was opened and he was allowed
to use his wings in the heavenly sunshine.

Here is a letter from him shortly after his re-
lease which is one of the most delightful things
he ever wrote. Fitly enough it was addressed
to his friend of friends, Robert Ross, and I can
only say that I am extremely obliged to Ross
for allowing me to publish it:

Hotel de la Plage.   Berneval, near Dieppe,

Monday night, May 31st (1897).
My dearest Robbie,

I have decided that the only way in which
to get boots properly is to go to France to
receive them. The Douane charged 3 francs.
Hou could you frighten me as you did? The
next time you order boots please come to
Dieppe to get them sent to you. It is the only
way and it will be an excuse for seeing you.